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translators’ preface. 


omitting nothing, altering nothing, but aiding her to tell to 
her English, as to her French readers, ‘‘everything, everything, 
everything.” Besides, there is not a page—it might almost be 
said, not a line—in Marie Bashkirtseff’s journal that the reader 
can afford to lose. As it stands, it is an intimate record, 
tracing step by step the unfolding of a unique character; and 
in every word throbs an eager young heart, in every line beat 
the passionate pinions of a woman’s soul. Grace to the dead! 
mutilated translations of the journal have been published, but 
the translators of this edition have not found it in their hearts 
to resist the mute pleadings of that stilled voice, and so, with 
the best skill at their command, they have transferred to the 
following pages every thought confided by the author to her 
own journal. 

A. D. Hall, 

Geo. B. Heckel, 

Translators. 


Chicago, January i, 1890. 
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A MEMORIAL. 


In every burning line, Marie, 

I feel thy eager heart, and see, 

As page by page thy thoughts unroll, 
The strong, stern anguish of a soul. 

Thou feltest in thy bosom rage 
The fires of our self-torturing age; 

Thy heart thou tookest in thy hand, 

And curiously its pulses scanned. 

Beneath youth’s flames of high behest, 
Like some slow crater from whose crest 
A beacon flames—grew by degrees, 

The eating fires of fell disease. 

Pain, grief, despair, earth’s utter woe, 
Like us, poor girl, thy soul did know; 
And while life called aloud to thee, 

Didst note the o’ershadowing mystery. 

Death spread his pinions from afar, 

And thou didst see them blot and bar 
God’s cheerful sunshine, and didst greet, 
With challenge brave, his onset fleet; 

And while his cold, impending wing 
O’ershadowed thee, unfaltering, 

Didst carve on thine own monument 
A name that Death could not prevent. 

Oh, passionate heart! Oh, yearning soul 
No blank oblivion is thy goal; 

What though we quail, and can not see 
Beyond the*veiling mystery? 
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A MEMORIAL. 


Yet know we life’s travail and pain 
Not all a mock, not all in vain; 

And tho’ thou sharedst our age’s woe, 

Not utterly thy spirit’s glow 

Blind Death in Lethe waves could quench. 
Like thee we note the doom, and blench; 
Like thee we choke our sobs to hark 
As children listen in the dark. 

Chicago, December io, 1889. 


G. B. H. 








TRANSLATORS’ PREFACE. 


Since Jean Jacques Rousseau published his Confessions , 
probably there has not appeared in literature a personal analy¬ 
sis so frank, honest, and merciless as this Journal of Marie 
Bashkirtseff. A beautiful, high-born girl, endowed - with a 
passionate nature to begin with, thirsting eagerly for life and 
experience, feeling in her nature both the will and the powei 
to place her name with the immortals, she received, at the very 
beginning of her career, the cruel arret-de-mort , and under the 
wings of the angel of death, carved, with unfaltering hand, on 
her own monument, a-name that will live. 

Her one fear, reiterated in every tone of passionate protest, 
was that, dying, she might be forgotten; and to defeat, m 
advance, the envious assaults of time, she studied, labored, 
suffered, laid bare her very soul for the world’s perusal. In her 
own preface she confesses: “ This is the thought that has 
always terrified me: To live, to be so filled with ambition, to 
suffer, to weep, to struggle; and, at the end, oblivion! oblivion— 
as if I had never existed!” And so, in order that her name 
may be remembered; that the story of her life may inteiest 
the curious at least, she takes^ the world into her woman’s 
confidence, and, as she says, tells “everything, everything, 
everything! Otherwise,” she adds, “what use were it, to 
write?” 

Tn view of her piteous appeal, and of the fact that to muti¬ 
late her journal by omissions, would be like cutting the details 
from a picture, the translators have conscientiously endeav¬ 
ored to render the young artist’s thoughts as she wrote them, 



